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PLACINCx
THE BLAME f

Jackson Township's Candidate for

County Commissioner

JOHN H. H ANN A

HIS LIFE

Born in Fairfield County,

Ohio, in 1858.

Hoved to Wood County 21

years ago.

Bought a farm in Jackson

township and has lived in the

township eyer since.

Has served as trustee, as-

sessor and member of school

board,

pfinftYSttuna

REASONS WHY
township republi-

cans

worthy.

qualified.

honesty.

township

1 A for John H. Hanna be appreciated fully by himself by
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Little Reginald 1

In the llrsst cai which Mrs. Flyto
entered a little girl whh forget-me- -

nots on her bonnet was standing on a
scat nnd reciting In a loud, clear tone
the story of Little Miss Muffett Mrs.
Flyte hurried forward Into the second
car.

There she found two small boys,
watched by their admiring parents,
playing tag in the aisle. Bag in hand,
Eho succeeded in dodging the combat-
ants and sought a third car.

As thero were no children visible In
that car she dropped gratefully Into a
seat in front of which a bunch of very
artificial linglcts was nodding affirma-
tion to the voluble outpouring of the
wearer of a chantecler hat.

It was not that Mrs. Flyte disliked
children. Far from It! She owned no
houses for rent and she looked back
upon the time when her own young-
sters were around the house as the
happiest period ol her life. Dut, during
the week which she had just pasiivd
with her nleco she had became strong-
ly convinced that It is possible for a
child to be too much in the foreground
of tho domestic scene.

"Elaino Is, of course, a dear child,"
she said to herself, "but wish her
father and mother could manage, oc-

casionally, to talk about something be-

sides her sayings and doings. sup-
pose I tried to tell stories about my
own when they wero little, 'but then
they wero really rather unusual chil-

dren. Why, Edith walked when she
was only eleven months old and I
don't believe thero ever was another
child who enid as many bright things
as Henry did. Dut Elaino Is really
very ordinary and I'm positively sick
nnd tired of hearing about her."

Mrs. Flyte'a reflections wero inter-
rupted by the voice of tho woman with
tho chantecler hat.

"Dear little Reginald!" said tho wom-

an, "will bo so lonelyl I really ought
to have taken an earlior train."

"I wish she had," groanod Mrs. Flyto
Inwardly, "if she's going to alt there
nnd talk about dear little- Roglnald."

Evidently, sho was, for sUo contin-
ued: "You wouldn't bellovo how much
ho mlsBos mo! Why, tho other night
I was homo an hqur lato and tho tears
actually stood In his eyes when ho
ran to moot mo. Ho has such lovoly
eyes, and thoy aro such an unusual
color. I noticed last night that his

fjw jure eiaaUx tbe-cs-
lpr

pt minp,

0ti;

and" I've often been tofd" mine wore
very unusual brown, yes, but this
very particular uncommon shade of
brown don't know exactly what yon.
wouldscalI it. Isn't it lovely thnt dar-
ling Reginald's eyes should be exact-
ly that same peculiar and unusual
shade?"

The wearer of the chantecler hat
talked, apparently, without effort. Her
voice rushed on, like a high power au
tomobile, throwing out a cloud of
words which drifted over the back of
the seat It was Reginald's ablutions
which camo in next for discussion.

"You just ought to see him take his
bath. He grows stronger every day,
I do believe!"

Mrs. Flyte had a distinct remem
branco that her children had been reg-
ularly nnd properly bathed during
their infancy, but their baths had
never taken on the form of n public
ceremonial. She had been an unwilling
witness to Ertnlne's uath every
morning dining; her visit, attendance
at this function being, if not compul-
sory, at least obligatory on all within
the call of Elaine's admiring mother.

"Did you ever see tho dear little red
sweater wo savo him on his birth-
day?" tho voice went on. "He's so
proud of it yes, he was three years
old the twenty-thir- d of March and
he'll run and get it every tlmo put
on my hat to take him out. He Isn't
willing to go a step without It, oven
now that it is so warm. suppose he'll
Insist upon wearing it nil summer. We
had his picture taken in It the other
day. Oh, you must seo his pictures!
I've some of thefqhero In my bag."

Tho chantecler hat and tho bunch of
artificial ringlets bent close over tho
photographs whUu Mrs. Flytu closed
her eyes upon visions of Elaine photo-
graphed in every possiblo and impossi-
ble position ElaJnc asleep and awake;
Elaine dressed and undressed; Elaine
crying and smiling; Elaine, In short,
In every imaginable phase of her ex-

istence from the day itf her birth to
the prosent time, and each succeeding
representation, according to Elaino's
mother, just a llttlo moro worthy of
ono's choicest adjectives than any of
tho others.

Tho train stopped. There was a
movement In tho next seat and Mrs.
Flyte openod her oyos to seo tho
chantecler hat and the bunch of arti-
ficial rlnglots disappear through tho
doorway.

As tho train started onward sho no-

ticed something on tho flour. One of
little Reginald's photographs had
slipped through at tho hack of tho
sent and was lying at her foot. Sho
glanced ut It wearily. Then sho
smiled.

"Woll," she remarked to hersolf:
"I'm auro that doesn't make It any.

the journal,
ur,aw-irti- r i itirirrnrwaMftrtam

i

I

I

I

I

1

Jackson
believe you should vote

for John H. Hanna.

Because he is

Because he is

Because he has determina-

tion and

Because Jackson

has had no one in the court

house for thirty years.

vote will and

Jackson Township Republicans
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Clever

better.
It was evident from the photograph

that dear little Reignald was a dog.

TYPES GIRLS LIKE

QUESTION AS TO WHICH NATION-

ALITY MAKES BEST LOVERS.

Over In England They Think the Eng-

lishman Is Supreme, and Two
American Won-e- n Have Sided

With Them.

For long it has been supposed that
Englishmen do not make good lovers.
It Is said they aro too plain, straight-
forward and downright. They lack, it
has been suggested, the flnnesso and
skill of foreign men in wooing

But tho statement of Mrs. Gertrude
Atherton, the famous American nov-

elist, that if she married again she
would marry an Englishman for choice,
since he is far the most Interesting
type, raises tho question anew.

Inquiries go to show that, in the
opinion of some people at any rate,
not only is the Englishman a better
lover than tho American man, but
better oven than the Frenchman, tho
Spaniard or tho Austrian.

Mrs. Atherton added that as her pro-

fession made her habits and home un-

stable, she did not Intend to marry
anybody.

But she was suro that men of other
than English nationality, and Ameri-
can men especially, lacked the sub-

tlety of tho well-bre- d Englishman, his
flnesso and his charm of conversation
and manner.

Another English author, who asked
that her Identity might not bo dis-

closed, as she did not wish to quarrel
with American friends, spoke even
more definitely.

"When do you ever hear of English
girls marrying Americans?" sho askod
"There is a good reason for this.

"However wealthy their parents, tho
majority of tho boys in rich American
homes grow up to bo drawing-roo-

hooligans, whllo tholr slBters are de-

veloping all the refinement and moro
than tho stylo and intelligence of Euro-
pean women of corresponding social
position.

"These young money-grubber- s of the
states enter a ladles' drawing-roo-

i looking like furnituro removers. They
havo no graces, no conversation. Thoy
aro on a lowor social piano than tholr
own sisters,

"And for this reason, perhaps, they
havo no power to compel tho respect
of women. AH true womon feel tho
need o a mastor, or, as an American
would would say, a 'boss.'
. JX e!ie vp thajtoyery really

i.

woman wants to look upon a man as
literally her lord and mastor. But, of
course, sho wants to feel that tho man
Is her superior in all that matters.
American women do not find that sort
of man among her own countrymen."

Mrs. Elizabeth York Miller, who is
herself an American, and has only
lived in England for two years, ad
mitted that the American husband Is
not so companionable as the English
husband.

But Americans were very unselfish
They were more generots with their
money than Englishmen and allowed
their wives more freed.cn.

"As a lover I think the American is
sincere, if blunt," she continued. "He
says to a girl: 'Now, look here, I love
you. You are the nicest girl I've ever
met. Let's get hitched right now.'
From a sentimental point of viow
this Is not idyllic, but it is

"The Englishman is attractive to tho
American girl because he is eo differ-
ent from the men she has known. She
can't be 'pally' with him, and it takes
somo tima to understand him. Lon
don Mirror.

Reformer's M'stake.
The girls who have lunch In the

District building ladles' tearoom are
giggling over the story of the female
reformer and how she got left.

It seems that the female reformer,
who is occupied In one of tho offices
of the District building, espied a
young girl "with dresses at her shoe
tops" going in tho side door of a sa-

loon.
Woof! She telephoned to the po-

lice and told exactly what she had
seen and where tho place was.

Around came two largo policemen.
They surrounded tho saloon. One of
them went In at tho side entrance
and made Investigations. He came
out laughing. The side entrance led
into the saloon keeper's hquse. It
had no connection with the saloon.
Tho young girl "with dresses at her
shoe tops" was tho saloon keeper's
daughter and lived thero. Further,
sho was a good twenty-ilv- o years old

Apparel.
A man outfit In his clothes to con-

form something to those that ho con-

verses with, to the custom of the na-tlo-

and tho fashion that is decent
and general to the occasion, and his
owu condition; for that Is best that
best suits with one's calling, and the
rank wo live In. And seeing all men
are not Oedtpuses to read tho riddle
of another man's lusldo, and most
men Judge by appearances, it be-

hooves a man to barter for n good
oven from his clothes and out-

side. Wo guess the goodness of the
pasturo by the mnntlo we see it
tears

Tho logs blazed and crackled wltb
all the luxurious disregard of expense
which logs In tho fireplace of a wealth
country club should havo. Outdoors n

mist turned tho prospect gray Be
foro tho fire Redlands sat with a pllr
of now magazines. He had decided
that the links wero too wet to negoti-
ate.

Presently In floated Mrs. Krecbto.
It was not at all tho sort of day for n

woman to be nt a golf c'ub and Red-land- s

frowned. Ho observed also
that Mrs. Krceble looked more ani-

mated than usual. This caused him
somo alarm. Redlands loves quiet and
comfort and he was very comfortable
just then.

"Oh," salu Mrs. Krceble as she
charged down tho room at him. "I'm
so glad you aro here! I was Just
hoping to find somo one! Come and
help mo to pick violets!" i

"Violets!" echoed Redlands, in greai
scorn, attempting to hide his fear ihal
sho would Indeed make him do It "Ir
this rain? You'll catch an awful cold I '

"I havo on thick shoes," said his
tormentor, sweetly. "And, look my
husband's raincoat!"

"You know," further objected Red
lands, desperately. "I am subject tc
tonsilltls. I had a terrible attack ol
It once."

"You are tho picture of health," said
Mrs. Kreeble. "Of course, if you don't
care to "

"I'm dying to go!" said Redlands,
hastily, getting to his feet with . last
look at tho crackling Are.

Ho got an umbrella and they started.
Half a mile from the clubhouse a black
cloud of wind and rain swooped down
on them. When the darkness lifted,
Mrs. Kreeble's umbrella was wrong
side out and her hair was coming
down.

"Let's go back," she moaned.
Redlands took a mean advantage.

"Never!" he said, firmly. "The only
redeeming feature of a foolish under-
taking is really accomplishing what
you have set out to do. We camo to
pick violets, and violets I intend to
pick!"

"Then," said Mrs. Kreebles, as she
saw a summer house looming up
through the driving rain, "you go pick
them while I do up my hair! Over In
those woods the grass is so long and
wet, and I shouldn't dare go there,
anyhow!"

Redlands went. Being about as wet
to his knees as It was possiblo for hu-
man being to be, he did not much
care. When he got to the woods he
found nothing but mud. He returncl
to Mrs. Kreeble and reported: "There
are no violets."

"Well," said Mr. Kreeble, jauntily,
her hair now being pinned up, "It does
not so much matter. See that per-
fectly lovely apple tree over there In
full bloom! I'd love to have some of
the blossoms! Can't you manage
to"

The upshot of It was that Redlands
climbed the small apple tree. All that
portion of Redlands which the umbrel-
la had kept tolerably dry now re-
ceived a Bhower bath from te trem-
bling branches. AIeo Mrs. Kreeble
from below vociferously objected to
his shaking off all the blossoms She
wondered irritably why he had neglect
ed to bring his knife. Finally she

with an injured air the
branches he threw down to her. That
it was a thornapplo tree and Red-land- s

had mot most of the collection
on his way up and down did not inter-
est her at all.

It occurred to Mrs. Kreeble then
that marshy places were the best for
violets, so they hunted for a marsh.
Everything in the pouring rain looked
like a marsh, but tho coveted violets
did not appear. Finally, on tho steep
banks of a little creek, some blue
blossoms showed. By Ijing down on
the green and reaching far out, Red-land- s

managed to collect quite a hand-
ful.

"Oh, thank you!" cried Mrs. Kreeble
as she took them all. "Of course,
these are not many, but they'll do!
Now, let's go back!"

"Yes," said the dripping, shivering,
disgruntled Redlands, "by all means,
let's go back!"

As they stepped on to tho clubhouse
porch, wet, bedraggled, pools of watei
flowing from their garments, Kreeble
himself appeared He surveyed them
sternly

"Even If a woman hasn't a scrap of
sense," he remarked Icily, "one would
naturally think a man might have a
little. If you both don't have pneum-
onia"

"I believe I am rather damp," ad-
mitted Mrs. Kreebio "We'd better go
and havo tea. John, take us to te-a-
no, this little outing will not have Its
finishing touch If Mr. Redlands doesn't
got stuck for the tea also! Take us to
tea, Mr. Redlands!'

So Redlands did.

Unappreciated Aft.
According to an account published lu

its weekly paper, the peoplo or Burgan,
a small town In Suabla, have not been
educated to a proper appreciation of
the stage. Josof Dotscnrlede, who was
tho promptor of the company which
performed therja a few weeks ueo. nub

Hlshed a letter In the llttlo naner. in
which he said: "I wish to notify the
theater public that I have resigned my
piace as prompter oocause I was com
pelled by necessity to do to For live
days my family and myself hnd to sub-
sist on boiled potatoes and tea be
cautse of my small Income Ob, art li
no jolly!"
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X J. H. WOLLAM

Mark your ballot as above on May
17 and you will never regret it. I
will appreciate your support and wili

perform all the duties of the office to
tho .best of my ability; practicing
economy.

RESPONDED TO CALi

YOUNG MAN HEARD VOICE OF

DUTY AND OBEYED.

Real Courage Displayed In Becoming
Center of Interest to Crowd and

Saving Wretched Horse From
III Treatment.

The horse dragging a street piano
along the main thoroughfare of a
large New England city was so evi-

dently lnadequato to his task that peo-

ple turned and looked at it Some
laughed it was a funny sight to them
to seo such a raw-bone- half-starve- d

rat of a horse, dragging the gaudy In-

strument, with a fat man tramping
sturdily along beside it, but others
looked serious. Something ought to
be done about it The thing was an
outrage, and why did not the pollen
attend to It? But whether they smiled
or frowned, nobody took any definite
action.

Two young men camo along tho
sidewalk together. Thoy looked at
the spectacle in disgust, but were go-

ing on their way like the others, when
one of them hesitated, and then
stopped abruptly.

"Why doesn't somebody get that fat
villain's name, and have tho society
that looks after animals take that
beast away from him?" ho demanded
sharply of his companion.

The other smiled.
"Why don't you?" he asked,

"Well, why don't I?" The other
drew a long breath. "Because I'm.
afraid of having the crowd call mo a
'butter-in- .' That's the trouble with
most of us. I wouldn't be afraid to
stand up In front of any man in sight
in an fight; and ns for
that man, either of us could turn him
over and spank him without taking
out coats off. But we're all afraid of
being considered chicken-hearted.- "

"Right you aro, Billy," agreed his
companion. "But I don't seo Just what
you're going to do nbout it."

"What I am going to do about it,"
exclaimed Billy, "is to kick myself
across the street, and take the first
steps toward separating that man
from his horse! And I'm not going to
let myself care a snap who sees mo
doing it,"

True to his determination, the young
man strode across the street and
stopped tho procession. A moment
later, and a llttlo crowd of interested
spectators concealed him from hla
companion. Tho crowd grew. Pres
ently It attracted the attention of a
distant policeman, who hurried up and
forced his way into it. There were
signs of lively discussion; then tho
crowd melted, and Billy rejoined his
companion.

"That horse," ho romarked, trium-
phantly, "Is now going to be handed
over to tho society that takes caro of
'era. I felt like a fool while I was do-

ing it, but I'm glad I did it"

Precious Mexican Relic.
In the chapol of a monastery at

Puebln, Mexico, la ono of tho most pro-clo-

relics of tho Spanish conquest
of America. It Is a small wooden
statuette of tho Virgin Mary with tho
Infant Jesus in her arms. Battered
nnd worm-eate- n as It Is it is dressed
In silks and gold and Jewels and placed
upon tho high altar for tho vonoratlon
of tho faithful. For It was given to
Hernando Cortoz by tho Emperor
Charles V., and tho famous conquista-
dor carried it throughout his caroor.

Tho relic at ono tlmo saved the llfo
of Cortez during battlo. But for it
Mexico's history would have been dif-

ferent
Ono hand has been replaced by a

hand of Bllver. This hand was shot
away by a bullet that would other-
wise havo killed Cortoz. Ho gavo the
statue to Acxotecatlec, captain of tho
republic of Tlaxcala, who was his ally.
Ever since his days it has remained in
tho monastery, but thore Is now a
movement to tako it to tho National
museum, wnero tho ravugeu of tlmo
and worms can ho. checked. ,


